EXTREMES MEET

safe stood by the window. To the sound of running
footsteps were added hoarse confused cries farther down
the street.

" I am ready, my Capitaine," Stavro murmured at his
elbow, his wooden face made marvellously alive by that
subtle cinquecento smile.

"You go back at once to where I sent you, you little
ruffian," said Waterlow. " You've done enough mischief
for one night."

Stavro retired to the agent's big club-room at the back
of the house, where he tested the sharpness of his knife
on the playing-cards scattered about the floor, spiking
every heart in turn.

A moment later Crowder marched in, followed by
Milton and a bright-eyed little wop called Yanni, who
spoke fluently the language of wops.

"Coo!" the fat man ejaculated proudly. "They're
round us like wasps to-night, Commander W."

" All hell let loose to-night, Skipper! " declared Milton,
with one of his tremendous gestures.

" You melodramatic oaf, what do you mean ?" his chief
demanded severely.

"They're all round us, Skipper. That's what I
mean. There's a police patrol each corner of the street.
Yanni and me had to run like hares to get through
them."

" There were no police when I came along twenty
minutes ago," said Waterlow.

"They're thick as flies now, Skipper. God's truth,
they are. There's been nothing like it since La Bassee.
But I outed with these and put my back to the railings
and. . . ."
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